200                    CONTARINI FLEMING:

As I was enveloping myself in my furs, the clouds broke
towards Italy, and a beautiful streak of blue sky seemed
the harbinger of the Ausonian heaven, I felt in high
spirits, and we dashed down the descent with an ease and
rapidity that pleasantly reminded me, by the contrast, of
our late labour.

A descent down one of the high Alps is a fine thing. It
is very exciting to scamper through one of those sublime
tunnels, cut through solid rocks six thousand feet above
the ocean ; to whirl along those splendid galleries over pre-
cipices whose terminations are invisible ; to gallop through
passes, as if you were flying from the companions of the
avalanches which are dissolving at your feet; to spin over
bridges spanning a roaring and rushing torrent, and to
dash through narrow gorges backed with eternal snows
peeping over the nearer and blacker background.

It was a sudden turn. Never shall I forget it. I called
fco Lausanne to stop, and notwithstanding the difficulty,
they clogged the wheels with stones. It was a sudden turn
of the road. It came upon me like a spirit. The quick
change of scenery around me had disturbed my mind, and
prevented me from dwelling upon the idea. So it came
upon me unexpectedly, most, most unexpectedly. Ah, why
vlid I not then die ? I was too happy. I stood up to gaze
for the first time upon Italy, and the tears stole down my
cheek.

Yes ! yes ! I at length gazed upon those beautiful and
glittering plains. Yes! yes! I at length beheld those purple
mountains, and drank the balmy breath of that fragrant
and liquid air. After such longing, after all the dull misery
of my melancholy life, was this great boon indeed accorded
me ! Why, why did I not then die ? I was indeed, indeed,
too happy I